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ST. YVALENTINE’S DAY. 

“ With the approach of St. Valentine’s Day, the spark of love implanted in Poor Pa’s bosom develops by leaps and bounds. Unfortunately, though, most of 
his affection, toyether with nearly all his money, is lavished on the feminine sex; but in Mamma, Dad possesses a wife who is not to be trifled with, so I was 
nut surprised to learn that his well-intentioned scheme of sending a Valentine to all the ‘ Friv.’ girls was nipped in the bud. Just as he was about to post his 
luve tokens, Mamma appeared on the scene, und, ufter a sharp skirmish, succeeded in driving the conspirators back to the Mildeweries.””—Toorsiz. 


MORE PROBLEMS FOR GOOD SLOPERITES. BILL FORGERS. 


“ A FRAUD, which for its audacity of conception, its mag- 
A Tne varalleled.” hich i ied out, ia com- 
ON un . 
Fair ADL IDATED ore whom Austin 
8 con s 

H &MAMMON In April, 1872, a very quiet, gentlemanly American called 
SOCIETY (sw) at the establishment of a fashionable tailor in Saville Row 
wm to order two or three suits of clothes. His pockets, it 
stair 3 meoneoaaten appeared, were full of money, and, moreover, he posseased 
¢ UNIVERSAL a sum of twelve hundred pounds, which he was desirous of 
| CHRISTIAN depositing in a place of safety, and being a stranger alone 
CONFIDENCE in London, he consulted the tailor upon the subject. The 
tailor dealt at a branch of the Bank of England in Bur- 
lington Gardens, and thither he took his customer, Mr. 
Warren. and introduced him to the manager, with whom 
he deposited the money. Ile, in a few days, called to 
deposit a thousand pounds more, and shortly afterwards 
brought eight thousand pounds’ worth of Portuguese stock, 
when he casually mentioned that he was an American con- 
tractor, who had come over to work the Pullman car busi- 
ness in England, and that he was starting a factory in 

Birmingham, where they were to be made. 
Whilst these things were going on at the bank, Warren, 
otherwise Bidwell, and the other swindlers, were living in 
And why is it that a few ural texts, blended with a bait of 30 humble lodgings at the not very fashionable neighbourhood 


‘ Seri : 4 
Bde Aledpoet scomga bys me ? wen ic po ee “My b cr per ceut., never fails to draw olf from the pockcts of the Lb. P.? of Kingsland, from which, however, they presently depar 
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to the Continent, armed with letters of credit nnd letters of intro- 
duction from the leading London bankers aud merchants, all of 
which were clever forgeries 

Austin Bidwell was but twenty-six years of age, and the eldest of 
the gang was only thirty-four. They had acted in partnership for 
about two years. and their first operation was changing a cheque 
for three pounds on the Bank of Wrudand into one for three thou- 
eand pounds, Their Continental trip resulted in a harvest of eight 
thousand pounds, and a journey to Paenos Ayres in ten thousand 
pounds more, Some rogues would have stopped here; they were 
only just beginning. . 

Kidwell started for Parfs, carrying with him five thousand 
pounds, but an accident occurred on the railway, by which he was 
severely injured, He managed, however, to reach his destination 
and with his head bandaged up entered Rothschild’s bank and 
begged the manager to let him have one of his bills on London for 
four thousand five hundred pounds. To hold a Rothschild’s bill is 
a proof of the highest commercial standing, and it was refused, 
But Baron Alphonse de Rothschild Rapiened to come into the oftice 
at the moment, and Bidwell appealed to him and showed the inju- 
ries he had sustained on the railway, of which the Baron was a 
director, The Baron relented, and after some of Bidwell's lau. 
sible talk, gave him the bill. A fewdays later Bidwell culsred the 
Bank of England, ‘and throwing down the valuable document, 
asked if it were “good enough.” Supposing it had come to him in 
the ordinary course of business, it was discounted and placed to his 
credit, and from this time bills poured in aud were discounted to 
the tune of one hundred thousand pounds, 

_ But the crash was close at hand, and all through one of those 
little oversights that xo often spoils your cleverest scoundrels, On 
one of the bills the acceptor’s name had been omitted. Inquiries 
were made, and the game was up. The swindlers fled ; but large 
rewards being offered, they were all captured and tried and con- 
cei The sentence seemed to crush them—penal servitude for 
ife. 

They had not, though, quite given wp all hope. Some friends of 
theirs endeavoured, and almost succeeded, in effecting their escape. 
Three warders, it appeared, were to be on duty on a certain night, 
and each one had been bribed with a hundred pounds. 

e e e 


LAITEST FROM THE BUTCHERREES. 
{av menshun to this brutle boi wott iss a sittin onn my edd ass 
itt iss billium the bludstaned wott av iss sickspense. 
e sai a birdd in the an iss good enuff fore im,an av confiskate mi 
pockitt nife an katterpult ana lucki 3d bitt with a nole, 
(Neat week,“ A Ghost on Horseback.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


SS 

o core ee wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should incloxea ree my envelope large enowgh tocontain the 
contributions submitted, Do not incluse loose stamps, 


Thanks: but just at present, HAROLD, We're unable to, you 
know, What a pity, J. 8. BARKER; That was playing rather 
le, One or treo, of course, ENCHANTED, Always glad to, A.8.G. 
Thanks for invitation, BUYFER ; What on carth is tt to be? Very 
kind of yom, A COMRADE ; It’s a matter quite of taste. It'sa new 
design, AMADI; Jteally absolutely chaste, Quite the best, at pre- 
aent, BARNEY. No, we cannot, WILFRED JAMES. Very sorry, 
FRIEND OF TOOTSIE, Dut sre cannot mention names, Sorry that 
we cannot, MARTHA. We should be oy, Yada MIKE. Very Jair, 
but hardly, BentHa, Quite the sort of thing we like. 

— 
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Lorwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, post free: 
3 Months, 18. 8d.; 6 Months, Se. Sd.; 12 Months, 66. 6d. 
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PARIS 
On sale at all Kiosques and Booksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
special arrangement at vur 


PARIS AGENCY, 22 RUE DE LA DANQUE. 
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NINE CLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


—£150— 


Will be paid to the next-of-kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girt 
(Railway Sercants on duty ¢: ed), who shall ha; to meet 
with his or her death in a Railway Accident to Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United ay pee 
PROVIDED @ copy of the current issue of “ ALLY SLOPER'S HALF- 
Hotpay” be found upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident. 
“ALLY SLOPER’s HALF-HOLIDAY” ts published throughout the 
United Kingdom every Wednesday morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
Insurance lasts one week from that time, eepiring at 9 o'clock the 
Sollowing Wednesday morning, 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 
———— 
Old Unele. Well, my boy, if you take my advice, you'll look for 
a woman with money. It’s just as easy, you know, to fall in love 
with a rich girl as with a poor one. : ; 
Young Nephew, Oh, yaas! that’s all right. There's no tronble 
whatevah in getting hold of a woman with money. The only difti- 
culty 1 find is in avoiding the women who haven't moncy, Eh? 


don't you sce? *.° 


Lady (entering). What are the price of those little blue art vases 
in the window? ‘ ; 
Aasistant. Those vases, madam? Ah !—two and six the pote 
Lady. Oh, dear me, they can't be artistic at that price! No, you 
needn't trouble to show me. Good morning ! 
ss 


s 
THERE was a young, good-looking lass, 
Who searched for a leakage of gas 
With some matches, and—BANG ! 
Tow the welkin it rang. 
Well, she shouldn't have been such an ass, 
s ¢ 


* 
Tottic, Mallo, Clara! what's the matter, dear? 
Clara. Lam thinking of poor, dear Harry. I don’t know how 
to break it to him. My engagement to Munnibags, you know. 
Tottie. Ol! tell him your old man’s lost ali his coin, That'll 
choke him off. ee 


Counsel. What is your calling, sir? 
Witnesa, Vina poet. 
Counsel. AL! you mistake me; I mean, what do you do for 


living? *\° 


Shopman. Look at that perambulator acrors the way with those 
two children in it—they’ve been there upwards of two hours at 
least ; I fancy they must be lost. 

Wife. Lost? Oh, no, not a bit of it, their nurse has only just 
gone in to buy a skein of wool or something. 
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FASHION FANSIES.—5Sy Miss Sloper. 
No. 512.—The “St. Valentine” Costume, 
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RNY RITATTTART 
Viear, Well, my little man, I hope you have given up fishing on Sundays? 


Urehin. Yes, sor. 


Viear (delighted). Ah! that's right. And I suppose you go 
to church instead ? 


Urchin, No, sor ; I gocs skating. 


“Don't want to bny nodings to-lay; I've 
got toomnuch on my hans now.” pried T per- COMPOSERS COMICALLY 


. COMMUNICATED. 
ceive. Why don't you a little soap and 
water?” 7 = No. &.—Dov ‘is ‘at, tie 


Be, 
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THE girls at the Gaicty will persist in eaying nasty, unkind, 
wicked things of those at Drury Lane. Said one Miss Sweetone to 
another: Miss Sweetone, “I don’t want to say anything unkind 
nbout the girl, because, you know, dear, she can't help it; yet her 
legs are that bandy, that when the limelight was shining on them 
the other day, the boys in the gallery took the shadow on the 
boards fora fairy ring, and got quite angry because nobody came 
up through the star trap.” es 

s 


The Youngest Sharpshins, 1 say, dad, what's the meaning of the 
letter d printed by itself? 
Old Sharpshins (reading). It stands for a penny. 
The Youngest Sharpshins, That dou’t make sense of it. “* You're 
a penny scoundrel,’ cried the brave youth, seizing the pirate chief.” 
Now mother's taken my book away. Boo-hvo-hvv ! 
se 


s 
It's awkward, when a valentine 
You send to someone dear, 
To find it’s just the self-suime card 
He sent tu you last year, 
ss 


s 
Lodger. Well, Saran, you've got another young man, I find. 
Slatey. Lor’, sir, I have ; but ‘ow do you know that, sir—no one 
ain't told you? 
Lodger. No; but as I'm commencing to miss my cigars instead 
of cizarettes, I guessed you'd taken up with someone with more 
uxpensive tastes in tobacco, *.° 


At the Police Station. 
Superintendent, What is this—a case of felony or kleptomania? 
Tnspector (on duty). From the way she's dressed, sir, | think it’s 
kleptomania ; but, to make sure, I've sent round to sev if she lives 
in the square, as she says. ° 


Overheard in Anderton's, 
Literary Man. Did you read Mr, Empee's epeech in the House 
last night 
Literary Hack (wearily). No, thank you. 1 wrote it; that was 
quite enough. o 
te 


SoME men take anything by way of n pick-me-up, yet the 
strongest doses lose their efficacy by constantly taking them. 
“Why,” said Spiffington Smith, “ bloater and cayenne pepper is no 
more use to you than rhubarb and magnesia and bread and milk, 
When I've had a night of it, the only thing that'll pull me together 
is to chew an old lobster claw that has steeped in sulphuric 
acid.” °° 


i hinted Did Charlie kiss you just now,dear? Howcould you 
allow him 
Second Lore. U couldn't help it—he held me tight by the wrist. 

First Love. Ah !—he proved ir-wrist-istible, I suppose you meu 
to say. “ 

That Terrible Child. You go to a lot of balls, don’t you, Mr. 
Rowdedow? 

Mr. Rowdedow, 12 No, my boy—my dancing days are over, 

That Terrible Child, That's funny! Why, I heard pa tell ma 
the other day that you always led your wife a pretty dance. 

s¢ 


s 
WHEN home at night you toddle late, 
And to your chamber sneak, 
Oh ! how vou bless that tell-tale stair 
That will so loudly creak. 


s 
Old Lady. Look here, I’ve brought this parrot back again ; you 
uaranteed that it could talk, instead of which it simply utters a 
fot of gibberish. There, just listen to him now. 

Fancier. Pardon me, madam, that’s not gibberish he’s talking 

—it’s Spanish. *,° 
e Club Smoking-room, 

First Man. Didn't you say you had an appointment to meet your 
wife? It’s six o'clock. 

csveree Man. Yex, dear boy ; but she didn’t promise to be there 
until six. 

First Man. Oh! then you have another half-hour to spare. 

[“ Eeidently a married man.’—Kp. 
= ¢ 
* 

JONES does carry it on a bit thick. Still, there's no doubt about 
it that Mra. Dutch Jones does exaggerate it a little bit about his 
shortcomings. We can't exactly take it all in when she tells us 
that on Tuesday morning, after the “smoker,” when he was stand- 
ing shaving opposite the mantel mirror, his breath was so hot that 
it actually melted the quicksilver on the back of the glass. 

s 3 


s 
What he said: 
“SucH acapital thing about her you know, too, she can make her 
own dresses capitally ; learnt it in twelve lessons or something. 
No big bills for costumes coming in, anyhow.” 


What she said: 


“Well, yen, dear ; there's one thing I shall be jolly glad to get 
out of, now I’m going to marry Jack, I shall be able to afford n 
decent d er, and not have to come out in the frightful 


things I make myself.” *.° 


First Pretty Dear (half-way upstairs). 80 eorry, dear, but I 
can't go for a walk to-day. No, dear—not half a talk, nor anything. 
Second Pretty Dear (who has just called, shrinking back towar 
the door). What's the matter, dear? Nothing catching, is it? 

First Pretty Dear. Oh, no! but—don’t tell anyone, will you?— 
Iam learning to eat garlic because Count Spanishialona is calling 
every day, and—cr—er—you understand, dear, don’t you? So 
sorry. Good-bye. *\° 

Before the ert. 
oe Well, dear, how do you think I look to-night—all right, 

e 

Wife. Oh, yes, dear—very professional, 


Doctor, Kh? 
Wife. Very killing, you know, dear. 
ss 


WHENP'ER I'm seated at the play 
It makes me mad to find 
A girl who's cating peppermints 
s sitting just behind, 
Ld 


2 

THE other night there was a dreadful alarm in the “Friv.” 
“Why, bless me !—surely the iron girders can’t be cracking, owing 
to the heat caused by the bad ventilation!”” Then our friend, the 
stage manager, smiled sweetly and knowingly. ‘Lor’, no, dear 
boy, you'll hear that every night; it’s only that young carpenter 
tickling one of the girls in armour, it does cause it to rattle v bit. 
If this sort of thing goes on much longer I shall have to have all 
the edges of tho metal rimmed with gutta-percha, otherwise the 
place will become a bally pandemonium.” 


ed 


Ewery Monday. One Malfpenny. 
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TOOTSIE AT CONSTANTINOPLE. 


— 


TIUESR ore the days when Time and ye may be deficd. Only 
the other night—or rather about two in morning—I was at Old 
Vauxhall Gardens, 
which Sir Augustus 
had kindly moved to 
Covent Garden to suit 
the convenience of my- 
self and other young 
versons. The Old 
‘auxhall orchestra, or 
what is left of it, may, 
1 believe, be found 
somewhere at Graves- 
end in the gardens of 
the hotel once hon- 
oured by the patron- 
age of “Sir Roger, 
Bart., of the B.K.," 
but there was some- 
thing like enough the 
old orchestra, and the 
arbours and hermit’s 
cave at Covent Garden. 
“Turn, gentle hermit 
of Vauxhall, And 
let me know the way, 
In which, within that 
cavern small, You pass 
your time away. 
There's nothing but 
a little lamp, A pitcher 
and a cat; The place 
must extremely 
damp— Why don't you 
wear a hat?” 

Last night Billy paid a visit to Constantinople. “A few of the 
more lofty-minded critics have made two objections to my book,” 
says Albert Smith in the ge mare ew second edition of “ A Month 
in Constantinople”; “the first, that it abounds in cockney com- 
parisons; the second, that I have ridden, rough-shod, over many 
old poctical and Oriental associations, in great independence of 
jer estimation. If I thought Galata polpadly, and practically 

ike Wapping and actually heard Jim Crow played in Athens, and 
was reminded by a Khan of an old Lael Jp Inn, I do not sce why 
I should not say so. French and English engineers and tourists 
and handbook writers may measure and count and squabble to all 
cternity ; but the old statement of the base of the Great Pyramid 
being as lurge as Lincoln's Inn Fields, will always give the popular 
notion of its size. London | ities aro more generally known 
than any others, and therefore are, upon the whole, the readiest and 
best to use for comparisons.” 

1 don’t know how much bigger the real Constantinople in the 
East is than the 
Kiralfy — arran, 
ment is in the 
West, but that’s a 
pat big place, and 
urge enough to lore 
your little self in 
easily. Though a 
wonderful sight 
when it first n, 
new attractions 
have continually 
been added, and 
the aquatic 
pageant, — illustra- 
tive of the aplen- 
dours of Oriental 
history, should not 
be missed, From 
the Golden Hour 
sails forth into the 
Bosphorus —_ such 
illustrious indi- 
viduala as wise 
King Solomon and 
the Queen of 
Sheba, Antony and 
Cleopatra, the Em- 

ress Theodora and 
er Court, the Em- 
peror Constantine 
and the Fair Sala- 
minto, chain and 
all, Mahomet, Am- 
wrath, the Knight A 
‘Templars and others, and the procession of boats form one of the 
Inost_ gorgeous sights ever wee oy a London audience. 

Besides this, are there not, too, the Watery Hall of 1001 columns 
(I counted them), and the palaces, and the sacred mosques, the 
Tower of Galata nice-looking young Turks, with one of whom | 
was much impressed, and the bazaars, and the cigarcttes sold by 
real Turkish girls—at least, the Dook says they are. and he knows. 

Besides these, we mustn't omit to mention the myriads of dancers, 
armies of clowns, Pierrots and Clowninas, or clownesses, and the 
poodles—don’t forget the penttn! And don’t forget that, at 
Olympia, you can dine on all the luxuries, or you can rollick ina 
good sixpenny tea. (Billy sampled this, and afterwards took the 
caique with his usual effrontery, and, I am glad to say, came to grief.) 

Go to Constantinople whatever else you omit to do, but, if you 
can, first 
glance 
through 
Albert 


A Turkish Cigarette. 


Tootsies favourite Turk. 


passage 
out if she 
remains 
of the 


forth into 
poetry 
and _ says, 
“The 
Sultan 
better 
.. pleases 
me, His isalife of jollity; His wives are many as he will— I would 
the Sultan’s throne then fill. But even he’s a wretched man, He 
must obey the Alkoran ; And dares not drink one drop of wine— 
T would not change hia lot for mine.” 


Billy takes the caique. 
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THE MODERN PRIZEFIGHTER. 
BItiy BINKS was possessed of Herculean strength, 
And hia frame it was seventy-three inches in length, 
And the swing of his arm was a swaggering swing, 
So he proudly went forth to the King of the Ring, 
And he said, “1 would fain on your lists be enrolled 
As a prizetighter plucky—a prizetighter bold.” 


Now the King was determined, whatever betide, 

That the honour and dignity, glory and pride 

Of the Ring must maintained very stringently be, 

So he probed Billy Binks with a question or three, 

“To your friends and to strangera, anear and afar, 

Do you boast evermore what a bruiser you are? 

Do you pour out your oaths in a copious stream 

On the wretch who makes aught but the Prize-ring his theme? 
Do you bully and browbeat poor, meek-looking men? 
Do you shake your big fist at them now and again? 
When, on business or pleasure, you're mixed in a crowd, 
Do you jostle weak ladies and curse them aloud? 

Do you knock down old men in dim alleys by night? 
Do you live the grand doctrine of Might above Right? 
Do B bite ever and always, in manner aa 

Add the Soul of 2 Brute to the Strength of a Brute?” 


All nghast and agape, honest Billy enid “No!” 

And the King of the Ring cried indignantly, “Go! 

Till you've mastered these things, you may ne’er be enrolled 

As a prizefighter plucky—a prizetighter bold.” 
—_—o—_— 


SCRATCHING A—STREET MISSIONARY. 

IT was Sunday morning, and the scene was Ratcliff Highway, E. 
And he in whose honour this short pathetic story is written was 
“holding forth” at a low street-corner. He was not, perhaps, of 
the smug, milk-and-watery type of the ordinary “0 -my-dear- 
friends” orator order, nor did ‘he possezs the eloquence of a Joseph 
Parker, but he was sincere, and—all our bishops boiled down into 
one could not be more. We have said that he was unlike, in 
appearance, the ordinary street-preacher. He was. For, truth to 
tell, he was “Sam Swipes, the Reformed Stevedore,” and his burly 
shoulders and brawny arms were not altogether concealed by his 
suit of black broadcloth and his highly polished white shirt-front. 

The text he had started on was “ Do unto others as you would 
they should do unto you,” and the line of count e took in 
illustrating the lesson was the one recommending the offering of 
the left cheek when the right one had been attended to. As his 
story became impassioned and he warmed up to his discourse, and 
just as he was in the midst of a glowing peroration on the virtue 
of forgiveness, a well-chewed quid of navy-cut, for which a gentle- 
man hailing from the Sailors’ Home had no further use, took him 
in the dexter optic. To the disappointment of many besides the 
G.H. F.T.S. H., however, he took no notice of the assault, but went 
on with his job, remarking casuall y that though the blessedness of 
the peacemakers didn’t always look the good thing he had proved 
it to be, it was a hundred to one on it in the end. He was procecd- 
ing to reduce other great truths to a question of odds when a 
stream of strong-smelling tobacco juice seriously damaged the 
dazzling whiteness of his shirt-front, but beyond a somewhat 
heightened colour, and a perceptible twitching cf the muscles of 
his arms, he calmly went on with his extempore sermon. 

“Wash me and I shall be clean,” he yelled, with a vehemence 
that re-echoed from the surrounding houses. ‘“ Don't forget it, my 
friends, for it’s one of the things I want to impress——” 

At this juncture an egg, which had been thoughtfully saved from 
the production of Peterkin last autumn, was thrown eomewhere 
from the back of the crowd and hit him on the-lips, completely 
smothering his face and filling his mouth with its chestnutty con- 
tents. 

Off came the soft felt hat, the black frock-cont, and the handful 
of tracts he scattered on the pavement. They'd gone too far. In 
another second he had rolled up his shirt-sleever, and, with his 
forefinger removed enongh of the offending hen-fruit to allow of 
his speaking. 

“Now then, cullies,” he yelled, “the prayer meetin's over for 
this mornin’ ; and as I ‘appened to lage the blighter that threw that 
egg, just form a ring and see me lick Hull, Halifax and Heligoland 
out of him!” 

And he did too! 


— 


THE FIRST KISS. 

THERE is nothing in life like the memory of the first kiss when 
given to us by the only one we ever loved. Said Snooksby, “She 
was seated on the garden seat beneath the old yew-tree. My heart. 
was warmed with passion. A tremulous smile was on her lips. 1 
took that kiss; but to this very day I have never been able to 
exactly define the exact nature of its sweetness.” And then Jones 
aweetly responded, “I suppose she had been having a go at onions, 
and you've never yet been able to make out whether they were 
pickled, boiled or fried, spring or Spanish.” There are some mean 
souls who know not what romance means any more than they can 
tell the difference between a last decade dress-improver and the 
latest thing in hairpins. 


SLOPER'S ORPHAN POET. 

On Twelfth Day last, A, SLOPER—somewhat impudently, he 
admits—was induced to publish 2 poem by a poor young orphan of 
twenty-seven, whose only remaining parent (out of the original 
mir) succumbed to a fit of apoplexy induced by “ ALLY SLorER’s 
CuristMAs HOLIDAYS.” It's no use crying over spilt ink, but 
A. SLOPER'S deucedly sorry for it—not the death of the poet's 
arent so much, as that he published the poet’s drivel. For drivel 
it was. It wouldn't have been so bad if the youth had possesse: 
any idea of metre; but somehow he always seemed to get his third 
line about a quarter of » mile too long, And now he's gone and 
tired another set of verses into the Uld Man, Will the public stand 
a second dose? Goodness knows! But,as A. SLOPE has ever 
shared his joys with the public, the public must assist him in 
bearing the burden of his sorrow. Very well, then, ladies and 
gentlemen, here goes for 

LOOKING FORWARD. 
Oh! the bee will soon be humming, 
The eoft south wind is blowing. 
There has been a remarkable fall in the barometer, too, quite un- 
precedented at this time of year, proving that —the days of 
warmth are coming, 
And our colds (good luck !) are going. 


Soon the crocus will be bloomin’ 
An’ the garden beds adornin’, ; 
And—pon my word, one can hardly credit it as one’s eye rests on 
the dute-case, and the cries from the street bear witness to the fact 
that roast chestnuts and baked murphies still retain their hold 
upon the public taste—and the violet perfumin’ 
Ev'ry zephyr of the mornin. 


P’r'aps here and there a passing cloud 
May linger on its way, ; 
But—bless my heart! you wouldn't have it al2 sunshine. What'd 
become of the hansom-cabmen, poor wretches? It’s not all heer 
and skittles raking up the yard-money !—presently Old Father Time 
Will “Push dem clouds away.” 5 


The lan’seapes all around us 

With bright greening beauty greet us, 
And—thanks to the series of very sensible articles in the British 
Medical Journal, which, being sliced out, stolen and scissored by 
nine-tenths of the pettifogging journals that fall into the hands of 
the great unwashed, took root in the public mind, thereby making 
évery inan his own doctor, so to speak, not to mention turning him 
into a perambulating Eucalyptus Oil Deodoriser—and the bacillus 
that had downed us 

Is reeciving its quietus, 


es. 
igh. 
a. 


51 


A PEPPERMINT 


——— 


THERE are all sorts of aweet-stuff shops in London, which is the 
great city or little city to those who have great miuds—which 
means — those 
who have very 
little money. 

He wasa young 
man, whose 
mother kept a 
sweet-stul! shop 
—a sweet - stuf 
shop where was 
sold penny no- 
velettes, two- 
penny smokes, 
and threepenny 
Mexican cigars 
—a shop where 
they sold oak 
walking - sticks 
at 4d. each —a 
shop in which 
they sell the 
Family Herald, 
and ginger-beer 
at ld. or 2d. per 
bottle. 

That young 
man kept that 
shop; at least, 
he was a mes- 
senger at Somer- 
set House, and 
left his mother to 
look after it. ; 

You know the 
sort of shop— 
where the black 
peppermint 
as in the heat of summer, melt and run into cach other. 

Ife loved her. She was a boot-closer. 

You know the sort of thing—a girl without so many feathers as 
an ’Arriet ; but, still quite enough of them all the same. 

As I said before, he loved her, It was in the Vale of Health that 
he first tol her his tale of love, 

“ Marin,” he said to her—“ Maria, I love you.” 

She answered him, “George, you are a bit of a bally fool! but, 
still, you mean well. I'm tired of Hampstead Heath. I will go 
with you to Greenwich—Greenwich ix a nice place; you get down 
there for about 5d. by rail, or about 3. by tram, and pass the 
house where someone was once suspected of murder,” 

Now, this George, he really did love this Maria. He was a 
respectnble young man who. although he belonged to the bad 
ai fellows, did not 
ay take too much 

~, cold Irish. He 

= was very careful 

in all his busi- 

ness dealings; 

he bought all 

his sweet-stull 

for his mother 

to sell at the 

same ware- 
house, 

He thought 
he had a rival. 

: “Marin,” — he 

oo paid One day, 
f . “will you come 
to me after 6.30 
P.M., and meet 
me at 


That young man kept that shop. 


o 
° 


Tales of love 
are often told in 
Madame =‘ Tus- 
saud's, I have 
heard of young 
people kissing 
each other in 
the shadow of 
Burke and 
Hare, the mur- 
derers; I have 
heard of other 
young people 
squeezing each other's hands before the sombre guillotine. 

He met her at Madame Tussaud’s, 

“Oh, George,” she said, “ how glad [am to sec you!” 

They went into the Chamber of Horrors. They looked at the 
kings and queens,and he told her that she wasn queen, After that, 
they retired again into the deep shade of the Napoleon room, 

“Maria,” he said, “I love you!” dfe placed his arm around her 
waist and kissed her. ' 

“ Peppermints!” he said; and then a frown of jealousy con- 
vulsed his face. 

He said, “I know those peppermints; they can be only bought 
from Thomas's, in Whitechapel, and the only man who buys them 
in our neighbourhood ist Jones, round the corner. He gave you 
those Peppennings, and I can smell them, Don't try and deny it.” 

Maria looked 
biel w -omfort- 
able indeed, 
That engage- 
ment was bro- 
ken off. 

There is no 
doubt about it 
whatever—when 
you are engaged 
to one __ sweet- 
stuff Johnny, 
you should not 


“Maria, I love you.” 


accept pepper- 
mints from 
another sweet- 


stuff Johnny 
who lives in the 
same neighbour- 
hood, and who, 
doubtless, buys 
stuff from the 
frame manufac- 


turer. 

If that girl had 
stuck to rose 
{rate und vio- 
et powder, at 
the present day 
she might have 
been an_alder- 
man’s wife; for 
George made a 
bit of money, 
and increased it 
by speculation. 

Mona: All well-regulated girls should never get their swect- 
stulf of the same character as they do from the sunny-hearted 
Jehoshaphat who has promised them a wedding-ring, 


He kissed her, 


oo a ene 
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“T have broken off with Georze, 
dear. He has always been under 
the impression that my hair is 


BEHIND THE SCENES. ani not false. [ cannut bear 

Dark One, You'll never till well, you're too ironmone “Looks rideulous, sir? Nonsense! It's a very good idea, She, Well, how are you getting on? What are your sisters doing ? the idea of undeceiving him when 

gery. my poor girl. Mr. Noddy, You can't miss me in the crowd, as you He. Clara's goue in’ for cookery, Maggie for medicine, Alice for Art, we are married."— Extract srom 
Fautr One. Possibly ; but I can Gill the house. frequently do, when we are out together.” Della fur the Bar, and I am going in fur matrimony, Letter of Young Lady. 


04° Miss will be delighted to receive photographs from those 
bi Wr Pied bee oman kata ia oe ak 


TOOTSIB'S FRIENDS. 


ing faint, entered an inn, where the condition of my head: aroused the usual 
ly had chaff oue gets from——" “Mcn you meet at a pub,” put in Mr. Elen. “ Prec! rs 
‘Association this evening. | —(3) “Having shed a tear, I was about to wipe it from my mouth —I mean eye— 
that Ishould in- _and searched for my handkerchief, but found——” “It was gone,” suggested Mr. 
Elen. “You are right.” “Afterwards?” 

softly. A Bore and hurried——" “Down the road?” again put in Mr. Elen, getting impatient. 


= 


“Quite so.” 4) “At length I mct a handmaid going out for the dinner beer. 

seen o Did she know w' you ? She did, and directed me. I nearly succeetied in 

you might be study- rewarding her with a kiss for her information, but did not-quite.” “Ouly half your 

No, 396.—Mis8 Este WILLIAMS, ing character in Covent Garden Market, I bent my steps thither. ‘ Be-low !” called luck,” remarked Mr, Elen, with a smile. “That smile,” A. SLOPER, “reminds 

a fellow from the top of a waggon load of empties. ‘I shall not be anyth of the _me that I, too, would do likewise,” which he did, thanks to Mr. Elen's lity, to 

“The loadstone of my heart is she.” —The Dook Snook. kind,’ I replied, haughtily, ‘for I am not disposed to take Socialistic vice the such an extent, that, when it was time for him to retire, he attempted to doso through 
e h ine will not be ” _Lord Lob. common herd.'” py a ge D eogiiQ observed Mr. Elen. “But, nevertheless, — the door of the sideboard. “*B dunno where’e are,” observed Mr. Elen.—(5) When 

A passion such as mine quenched.” — fone." repliel A. SLOPER, with © slight tinge of hauteur in his voice——(2) “Well, the Eminent reached the open air, he had the gratifioation of hearing Mr. Elen say to 
“Such perfect grace, such loveliness! no wonder T'm en- then, down came a basket and damaged my hitherto spoticss hat. Not finding sn himself, ‘E talks like a picture book,” and a aweet smile of honest pride expanded 
daved.” —The Hon. Billy. I made my way—" “Down the Dials?" queried Mr. Elen. “ actly; and, fcel- his picturcsque month, [¥.B.—Lach remurk of Elen's is the title of one of his sonys. 


4 


THE ELDER ee ae 


“Rider McNab, sir, that is my carl. Tins it not struck you, sir, that our Kirk (2) “Now, I'am the permanent secrtary of the Free Kirk Terpsichorean Dauvita, who 
” McRab, Foose want a little life and galety introduced?” believe that a little discreet dancing like this would elevate the mind.” (3) But the Eller swarfe olean away, 


Saturday, February 17, 1894.) ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY, o° |. 


ed , 


a, Me VWs eae ‘ 
Ugenbloye x Pe : 


BOC bee 
a SE 


OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 
Here I am again, ladies and gentlemen, with my usual supply of eye-opener, calculated to make “‘coon"—Compares the Rads.to a balloon:—The old, old trick once more behold, And tro poo 
even A. SLOPER'S hair curl. I think you will all readily admit that whatever may be my faults, 1 = Jays find they are sold :—At St. John's Wood, the other night, Was seena fy and pretty sight :— 
have the happy knack of keuping my show up-to-date :—. 8 ae J here a cycle race; Along they go This’ painter buld—true son of Art— Will now be known as Burne-Jones, art —The other day, Sir 
7 w—The Ci nce, with stern resolve, With kicks and threats the mob dissolve :— William Harcourt compared the Government of the day to a balloon My centre illustration will 


at ra pace Cit 1 E 
The modern qninige- voll wot, A perfect thing of joy is not :—Sir William Llarcourt —witty — therefore, doubtless meet with his approbation ——THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. 
THE QUESTION. , 


‘ Rape! be <n amapof ie Cannibal Islands.” “What's 
hat, father ?” m: foreign land where ve~ 
yanis have been abolished.” pete si 


Antotne (alone in London). Ah, sees tairible Rngland !—I sall 
cold! If I vas in my beautiful Paris I would say, 
mune!” at a Geularme, aud so get a nice warm 16 

Gre! (Us run in for suspicious loitering. 


“Is your young mistress engaged, Mary?” 
“In conree she is, Ain't you ‘er bloke? 


ba 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


———— 


THE Carnival Balla at Covent Garden this aeason are bigger suc- 
cesses thin ever—there's absolutcly no doubt about that whatever, 
Wonderful, in- 
deed, is the al- 
teration which 
has been 
effected in the 
big theatre, the 
floor of which 
been laid 


very 
happy idea of 
reproducing the 
aspect of 
Vauxhall 


been most 
charmingly and 
cleverly carried 


whose spreading 
branches are 

y with fairy 

amps and 
Chinese lan- 
terns, or watch 
the ever-chang- 
ing, gaily-bedecked crowd from snug and rustic arbours and 
sweet secluded nooks. Of the many handsome prizes awarded 
at the opening ball, the first was won by Mrs. Fred Taylor, who 
epee as “Picture Land,” a charming design illustrative of 
Messrs, Dean and Sons’ books, and very happily conceived by 
ALLY’s old pal, Mr. A. Chasemore. 


Now, then, cae hurry up, you Appeal open much hurry 
8 


up! ALLY really can’t keep Poor Ap ” open much longer— 
he really cannot. You all know how ly the money is led— 
read the communications in “The Editor’s Letter-Box,” if you 
don’t, they, at least, will give you some idea of the widespread 
powety that exists, and the difficulty of alleviating it. Now, then, 

ys and girls, just a final burst for the Old Man's sake. Do let him 
have a nice respectable total to show, please. 


s 

A CONTEMPORARY says that the average girl has very little 
ambition beyond the acquisition of a fairy well-to-do husband, 
This is a mistake. She has. The 
average girl's ambition after first 
catching her husband is to make 
him as profoundly miserable as 
fos to dock him of all his 
ittle pleasures, to keep him in at 
night, make him madly jealous, and 
break him so dead absolutel: 
stony with dressmakers’ and mil- 
liners’ bills that he can’t even 
spare the price of a drink in which 
to drown his sorrow. 


s 
A CERTAIN young man, one 
Henry Matthews, iy Bm getting 
himself into trouble down at 
sunny Ilfracombe, owing to a lack 
of capital and a desire to asa 
member of this distinguished staff. 
It nppeara that the ingenious 
youne mun made a very comfort- 
nble little stay some time ago at 
the Britannia Hotel, representing 
himeelf as_no less a person than a 
“SLOPER” artist, and was even 
naughty enough to assure the too 
confiding roprietress that the 
Mildewed One would settle the 
bill. As the Old’Un never had the 
doubtful honour of Mr. Matthews's | 
acquaintance, and as he, moreover, 
has quite enough to do to settle his ? 3 
own, he very properly refused, and, after dodging the police for 
some months, the bad young man was brought before judge and 
jury, the latter body finding him guilty, and the former ver 
kindly binding him over to come up for judgment when call 
upon, Anda very easy let off, too! 


s 

AN American judge recently sentenced an illiterate man to 
imprisonment until he could read, and sent another individual to 
durance vile until he had taught the former prisoner to do so. 
This system might ibys well be followed by English beaks. For 
instance, the capacity for drinking is not so keenly developed in 
some as others. Sup) it is necessary for the good of the com- 
munity to punish a teetotaler, why, his transference into the cus- 
tody of say McGooseley, fora short time, would make an altogether 
different man of him, *\° : 


WITH two such sterling pisge as Dick Sheridan and The Char- 
latan running at one time in London—the former at the Comedy 
Theatre and the latter at 
the Haymarket — Robert 
Buchanan must feel more 
happy and contented in 
his own mind than his 
numerous letters to the 
would 
one to believe. Robert ia 
as fond of the pen as an 
man Hiving and the excel- 
lence of hia composition 
and ideas can be gathered 
from both his correspon- 
dence his __ playa. 
Although during the first 
week of its production 
The Charlatan seemed to 
hang fire a little, the con- 
trary is the case now. 
From all accounts, the 
piece is in for a long and 
——r run. re 
hm Tree, of course, 
enacts the principal char- 
acter, and in it worthily 
sustains his reputation as 
an artist of the first class. 
meng the other 8 ek 
mers, Fred Terry, F. Kerr, 
Lily Hanbury, Gertrude 
Kingston and Mrs. Tree 
are perhaps deserving of 
/ spec: mention. 


s 
SomME very choice engravings, after Alma Tadema and Rosa 
Bonheur, are now open to the public at the Haymarket Galleries of 
Mr. Thomas M‘Lean. They will be on view but a short time, and 
Art lovers should not neglect to see them. 


SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
and Jong shall it flourish, 


ALLY 


Great, indeed, ia the Emy f 
uncommonly cold day indeed w 
niticent house geta left when 
there's anything in the shape 
of novelties around. The 
public has shown an appre- 
ciation of late for Zableaur 
Vivants, and Zableanz Vi- 
vants,accordingly,the Empire 
gives us, Very pleasing, very 
beautiful, very artistic they 
are, too, and we cannot but 
congratulate the Empire 
upon the acquisition of 
ladies to whom Nature has 
been as kind as to Maric 
Studholme, Hetty Hamer, 
Signorina Candida, and Mes- 
dames Hinde, Belton and 
Deroy. Truly, with its gor- 
geous ballets and splendid 
variety show, the Empire 


By se 
programme ‘is one to see and $7", , y 
see again. *,° ep Ai i\ v e % 
ah! 

Tur Mildewed Mound has / 4 | \ si 
this day been pleased to con- 


fer the “Award of Merit” 
upon MADAME NINI PaTTE 


It’s an 


um the management of this mage 


EN L’AIR, use she's shown 
us how t kick in France. 
“ Feyther, chortled the 
Cerulean-Orbed Infant, as the 


pair jonas’ their way into 
the Trafalgar, “if these ‘ere noo French dancers ain't made the 
British Public sit up and cough, nothink will. Oh, feyther, to 
think of the pots of oof they'll be able to make at the ‘alla!” And 
the Agdd sighed enviously as he thought of the golden and 
brilliant future before the famous troupe. 


s 
THE rumour that the Ball's Pond Banditti were exhibiting their 
faithful hound, Bocco, drew large crowds to the Show at the 
Agricultural Hall last week. Need we tell Larke/ readers 
were disappointed. In the bright pages of that truly wondrous 
ha’porth alone will the public ever gaze upon the noble beast. 


s 
IF it is true, as announced, that Peter Jackson, the black pugi- 
list, is little better thana wreck, Corbett's eagerness to meet him can 
be easily understood. Jim, it is stated, is now bursting for Peter's 
gore, and professes his ability to knock him out in less time even 
than it took to defeat Mitchell. 


s 
PISTOLS are erally considered dangerous weapons to deal 
with. But the ieceaiie lakabitunta of Brighton are evidently not 


of that 
opinion. 
In the 
foxes hy 
question fn 
there ma 


iil 
Sua” 
he a 


luttingoff 
these 


ants were 
recently sent to prison; but, in A. SLOPER’Ss humble opinion, 1 
good birching would have been more effective in its curative results, 


A CORRESPONDENT wants to know whether the Eminent was 
always bald? Certainly not. At one time his tresses were the 
envy ofall; but the strain upon his giant brain, the cares of the 
“ HALP-HOLIDAY,” etc., ete., and Mra. Sloper, have all contributed 
to bring about the present state of things. Sad, isn’t it? 


s 

A LADY who has been ordered quiet and rest writes 2 pathetic 
epistle to a daily contemporary. It appears that at the old- 
fashioned out-of-the-way resort she has selected, the distracting 
strains of “ D'isy,” and that perhaps even more disturbing Hiner 
“ After the Ball,” have only just become known to the juvenile 
population, who consequently make the air hideous with these 
much-tortured ditties. The lady docs not give the name of this 
remote spot, which is unfortunate, 


s 

In New Zealand women are allowed to vote in the same 
manner as is the average man in England, Lady candidates 
are. in fact, as keen aa their - 
male compatriots in bring- 
ing their supporters to the 
poll. Provisions are made 
even for the mother, anda 
woman, having a baby still 
in long clothes, has the 
privilege of leaving her child 
in the care of a committee 
while she records her vote. 
Under such circumstances, 
Woman Suffrage would be 
a success in England. 


s 

Tossin@ the pancake has 
altogether lost its charm for 
A. SLOPER. A red-hot pan- 
cake crashing down on a 
man’s bald pate is not cal- 
culated to develop a man’s 
affection for it. e Emi- 
nent’s solitary three hairs 
are now almost singed out - 
of all knowledge. 


* 

Ir is announced that 
Madame Patey will give her 
farewell concert in May. 
Does the fair singer really 
mean it? or will it be only 
the beginning of a series? 
We've got so used to “farewells” and “ last ap 
eminent members of the musical profession, that we may be 
pardoned for being a wee bit sceptical , don’t you know. 


yearances” from 
" 
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A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 


A CaLexDak POR THB Week ENvINY &4TU FEBRUAKY, 18%, 
=~ 


18th February, 1887.—At Bow Street, this day, Mr. William 
Riarria was charged with eee to send his son, Will 
Harris, regularly to school. Mr. Wildey Wright, for the defence, 
said that Mr. Harris was a sausage maker, and being desirous that 
his name should be perpetua: he had had his three youngest boys 
nimed William Harris No.1, William Harris No, 2, and William 
Harris No. 3. The children mentioned were requested to 5 
forward, They mppesred dressed in butchers’ white smocks, and 
created considerable amusement. William No. 1 was identified as 
the offender, It was elicited that he had attended school fre- 
quently in the morning, but not in the afternoon. Mr. Wright said 
his client had fourteen or fifteen businesses in the City, and was 
desirous of educating his children well. He felt, however, that it 
ought not to be con’ to the Schoo! Board, but should be partly 
of a technical character. Mr. Harris was then called. Mr. Wright: 
What has been the cause of the lad’s non-attendance?—I have 
nally instructed the lad in the business, in reading, writing, 
rawing, and swimming, and mental arithmetic ; he can reckon 
up anything. He has a banking account and his own sausage shop ; 
he takes money, and | send him to the bank with thousands. He 
knows a Berkshire pig from an Irish one. He is even allowed a 
pet pig, who jumps through hoops. I thought if I sent him to 
schoo! until he:was seventeen he would grow too to learn the 
business, therefore I avail myself of his innocence. 


19th Fe’ , 1667.—Evelyn, under this date, writes: “I 
saw a co:;nedy acted at Court (in the morning). In the afternoon I 
saw a wrestling match for £1000 in St. James's Park before his 
Majesty, a world of lords and other spectators, ‘twixt the Western 
and Northern men, Mr. Secretary Morice and Lo. Gerard being the 
judges. The Western men won. Many greate sums were betted.” 


20th February, 1604.—Voltaire, the French philosopher, 
who was born this day, says: “It is more easy to write about 
money than to have it ; and those who have it luugh at those who 
can only write about it.” 


2ist February, 1819. —Under this date Tom Moore, in his 
diary, says: “ Breakfasted in bed for the purpose of hastening the 
remainder of my ‘cribb’ work. It is singular the difference that 
bed makes, not only in the facility, but the fancy of what I write. 
Whether it be the horizontal position (which Richerand the French 
physiologist enys is more favourable to hegre ett or more probably 
the removal of all those external objects that divert the attention, 
it is certain that the effect is always the same, and if I did not find 
that it relaxed me exceedingly, I should pass half my days in bed.” 


22nd Feb , 1890.—On December 10, 1885, Mr. William 
II. Vanderbilt fell down dead in an apopletic fit at New York, 
leaving behind him the largest fortune ever owned by a single 
individual in any country; and this day Mr. John Jacob Astor 
breathed his last in the same city at the age of sixty-seven, after a 
short illness, occasioned by failure of the action of the heart. 
The first-mentioned of these two millionaires was credited at 
the time of his death with possession of property valued at sixty 
million pounds sterling, while the latter is believed to have died 
worth no more than half of that prodigious sum, or, in other words, 
thirty million pounds, At four per cent. per annum the interest on 
thirty million pounds yields a yearly income of one million two 
hundred thousand pounds, or three thousand two hundred and 
eighty-seven pounds per day, including Sundays, 

23rd Fe’ ry, 1841.—This day Ben Caunt fought Nicholas 
Ward for £100 a side. In the seventh round Ward dropped on his 
knees and held up his hands, and, while in this position, Caunt hit 
him twice on the head. A shout of “Foul” was raised, and the 
referee nwarded the victory to Nick. Shortly afterwards the men 
met again, on which occasion Caunt won after a tremendous fight. 


24th February, 1575.—" This day, during the time of the 
fair at Tewkesbury, notwithstanding that it was a hard frost, 1 
prodigious swarm of flies and bees came down the River Severn. 
more than a foot thick, that dammed up all the mills, which 
occasioned great numbers of men to be employed to dig them out.” 


ee 


A SCHOOL BOARD PIANO.—A FORECAST 
Poor old mother! she’s worn and ill, 
Yet she mustn't her patience lose ; 
For her daughter's stockings want darning still, 
And cleaning her daughter's shoes. 
Her daughter's hat must be trimmed to-night, 
Then her supper be laid to hand ; 
But her daughter recks not her weary plight, 
For her daughter is plying the “ grand, 
With a vamp, vamp, vamp! and a strum, strum, strum ! 
With a thump, thump, thump! and a thrum, thrum, thrum ! 


Poor old father! With pride and joy, 
SW len ety har axern oe Til be peal G¥imay: Ba 
en my boy grows up roud of my boy, 
For he'll hel me to earn our bread.” . 
But the father is labouring now, you see, 
With a tear for the quondam smile ; 
To handle his hammer scarce strength has he, 
But his son is engaged the while 
On a vamp, vamp, vamp! and a strum, strum, strum ! 
On a thump, thump, thump! and a thrum, thrun, thrum! 
eee 


A DREAM WARNING. 

“Hotp! Do not speak of denth,” cried Cecil, drawing her 
still more closely to him ; “1 had such a terrible dream last night. 
Such a dreadful, weird, eerie dream that 1 shudder even now when 
I think of it.” 

“What was it, sweetheart?” asked Clytie. 

“1 dreamed,” he said, “that we were married, but had become 
extremely unoofy—devilishly hard up, in fact—too stony, indeed, 
to keep even one servant, and that you, my bonnie little cherry 
blossom, that had never before known want or sorrow, or sutter- 
ing, or tasted the warmed-up joint on the second day, were 
obliged to buckle-to and do your own house-work.” 

“But there is nothing so terrible about that,” interrupted Clytie ; 
“Tam young and strong, and for your dear sake——” 

“ Ah, that’s all_ very well, my ownest—but listen, I drenmed 
that, on the first day of our poverty, you made a steak-and-kidney 
pudding, a thing I know you've never done as yet.” 

“Oh, but, dear, I’ve learned to make puddings—thcoretically— 
at the School of Cooking classes.” 

“That's just where the shoe pinches. Now, Ict’s any you made 
thls padding an ordinary unsuspicious-looking steak-and-kidnes 
pudding—and told me nothing about it——" Clytie ohbxerved 
that his breathing became harder and his face grew paler. but he 
went on. “Ve well—l came home one evening, and there was 
that pudding lying in ambush for me, as it were, just as the wily 
penny trap lies in wait for the unwary mouse—I grabbed a knife 
and fork, cut off a chunk—oh, mercy, mercy !” 

By this time all the horrors of the situation flashed upon Clytic’s 
brain. She realised the terrible situation, and: gasped : 

“Great Kuckmaster! How long did you survive?” 

“Seventeen seconds!” he almost yelled. “Oh, Clytie, Clvtie! 
1 cannot, cannot ignore such a dream. Good-bye, for evei —fur 
ev-er 

te 


Ewery Wednesday. Twopence. 
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> O-CHRE-ACIOUS ! 
(It has just ee an a 


Pov recently 
: rela’ 
Is. the SeaSeNAG That a man was 


os oo uf ‘ 


a hiy- 
joker ; 
For in sausage 


Ochre! 
When this edible 
ou swallow, 
Time to settle, 
who's to “fol- 
low"— 

For ‘tis surely a 
mortality - pro- 


Possessed acreepy 
history— 


Ochre! 


But o'er each Brito 
Rboutl Gols epltaph bo ariitten 
of sausages, made chiefly of Red Ochre!” 


a 


THEN AND NOW. 
'T18 a simple story this. 
Hardly worth telling, in fact. 


Were that it illustrates yet another asinine trait in the 
genus man. 

She was fair. 

She was y 4 

She was trust ng. 

And she worked at a sewing-machine somewhere in the vicinity 
of—well, we forget the exact spot just at present, but it doesn't 
matter a hang. 

She loved him. 

Loved him with all a pure and girlish affection—a Fuamil 
Herald Supplement passion—which possessed her whole h 
swayed her whole generous and impulsive nature, 


With the calm, cool hauteur of a man who has the world and 
thirty shillings weekly at his feet, 
he repulsed her maidenly advances, 

In vain her sighs. 

In vain all the artless coquetry 
rermissible at the eightpenny 
Cinderellas, of which they were 
both members. 

Vain—all in vain, 

He was adamant. 

And she pined on unloved, 

But a day was to come. 

It came. 

Its morning saw her eme 
from the manager's room at t 
Skippity. 

Its evening saw her upon those 
famous boards. 

In pink tights. 

The regulation smile, 

And hair—well, quite another 
colour now, 

She had joined the profession. 

She had gone on the stage. 

She was AN ACTRESS, 

She is the rage now. 

He who had scorned her squanders his salary in pit seats, where 
Hesdieg ‘scarce catch a glimpse of the fair form who might havo 

etl his, 

His pitiful appeals are burned unepened, his poor little flowers, 
upon which he peg hence the price of next week's dinners, are 
cast carelessly aside, 

His divinity earns sixty “quid” a week now. 

Her brougham, her diamonds, her sables—well, there ! 

aig a youthful viscount has proposed, and is going to marry her 
next week, 

And to think that she was once scorned—well, it does make one 
snuiile, 


a ooo 


APPROPRIATE. 

First Man. 1 think 1 shall go to the next fancy ball in costume, 
you know. What would you advise, now? 1 want something 
striking, you know. 

Second Man, Something striking, eh ?—er—ah—well, why not go 
asa clock? 
| cEEEEREEEnLaneunnmenammenta 


GIRLS OF THE “FRIV.” 


ErraniE EMMARIE, 
As brightly still the “Friv.’-lights 


shine, 
The il sing as sweet, 
oh! 
The “Friv.”-bar's brandy, beer and 
wine 
Are still a high old treat, oh! 


But all the “ Friv.’s” delights cannot 
Our mashers’ hearts enchant, oh! 


For dear young Effarie Emmaric's 


got 
A place in Gussie’s panto. 
The Druriolanian pantomime 
Is now all London's theme, oh! 
And Gus in prose, and Gus in rhyme, 
Is praised with praise extreme, oh ! 
But press and public sure woul not 
Of Gussie’s triumphs rant, oh ! 
If Effarie Emmarie had not got 
A place in G ussie’s panto. 
The nightly patrons of the “ Friv.” 
Have heard a wish profound, oh ! 
That Gussie’s gorgeous show may 


ve 
Till paar hee comes rounil, 
oh! 
And, though they be not eelfish, 
et 
Their prayer is this: “Heaven 
nt, oh! 


That Effarie Emmarie soon may get 
Back home from Gussie’s panto. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY, 
THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX. 


—s 


CALEDON, Caps or Goop Hope, January 5th, 1894. 
My Dear ALLY,—I was surprised, when going ove Sir Lowery 
Pass Mountain (on my way to Cape Town), to see your dear olil 
face painted on one of the large rocks, and to make it more sure, 
your name was painted in large letters (ALLY SLOPER). On your 
next visit to South Africa, I beg to invite you to Caledon, where 
you will have a hearty welcome and as much Cape smoke (brandy ) 
as you can put away, With love to Tootsie and Family, not for- 

getting yourself, Yourstruly, MUGH A. SEARS, 


VAUXHALL CATHOLIC Mission, February 2nd, 1894. 
Deak Sin,—I have to acknowledge with grateful thanks the 
receipt of twenty-five of your tickets delivered here to-day. They 
come when they will be most welcome. With kind regards, 
Yours faithfully, W. F. BROWN. 


GEORGE YARD Miss10N, Il1GH STREET, WHITECHAPEL, 
February Ath, 1894. 

DEAR S1Rr,—I sincerely thank you for the half-crown tickets 
so very kindly sent for the pour. Through your kindness, some 
poor creatures will be made comfortable and happy. 

Remembering with much thankfulness many kindnesses, 
GEORGE HOLLAND. 


75 Great RvussE.v Street, W.C., February 6th, 1891. 
Dear S1z,—Thank you very much for your tickets; they ure 
much apprec ours aera J. L. EVANS 
(Vicar of Holy Trinity, St. Giles, W.C.). 


1 remain, yours truly, 


St. THomas’s HALL, WATERLOO RoaD, Frbruary 8th, 1894. 
DEAR S1r,—Very many thanks for the gift of half-crown tickets 
for distribution to some of the poor people who attend our services. 
They will be a great boon to them, and Iam much obliged to you 
and your readers for this means of helping them. 
Yours faithfully, NEALE F. HORNE. 


————————— 


SLOPER’S VAGARIES. 
No. 205.—HE GIVEs PANTOMIME-PRODUCERS A WRINKLE. 


As older grew the Mildewed Mound, 
‘Twas said the Mound grew crackeder : 

But who says so now, were boun 
Tocalla detractor. 

For SLOPER played so wise a game 

Last week, that he deserves the name— 

To which he long has laid false claim— 
Of “ Public Benefactor.” 

And bound with bays his brows should be, 
His long lop-lugs with laurel : 

For he went and done a Vagaree 
Which contains a Yuseful Moral. 


‘Twas in the prime of winter-time, 
An evening calm and glacial : 
But at a certain pantomime, 
In a theatre tial, 
The audience (packed from roof to floor) 
Were all perapiring hot ; 
But the Friend of Man was seven times o'er 
The warmest of the lot. 
He sat within the crowded pit, 
And, when his throat was parching, 
He murmured, “ There's no help for it : 
I needs must out go Serene 
It grieves me to disturb the folk, 
But I've got to have a drink, or choke. 
And, at the blooming pantomime, 
ss managers short-witted, 
No breathing time, no drinking time 
Is between the scenes permitted !” 


Six times A. SLOPER's blundering forin 
*Twixt pit and tap-room ambled ; 
Six times did angry pittites storm, 
As o'er their corns he shambled. 
And then, alas ! the poor P.B.’s 
Poor staggering feet went flying, 
And—tlop! on tive fair ladies’ knees 
‘His long, lank limbs were lying. 
Our hero from the pit they heaved— 
He did not with them quarrel, 
But murmured, in a tone aggrieved, 
This story's YUSEFUL MORAL : 
“Why are we, at each pantomime, 
For four long hours kept seated, 
Without » chance of breathing time 
For folks who get o’erheated ?” 


ALLY SLOPER’S 


CHRISTMAS APPBAL 
FOR THE DESTITUTE POOR OF LONDON. 


SUBSCRIPTIONS ACKNOWLEDGED LAST WEEK, £144 92. 34d. 
SINCR RECEIVED :—ALLY Store, Kaq.. F.0.M. (Weekly Donation), £1; 
J. W. Crace, £1 1s; SERGEANT AXSBLL, 1s, Gd.; J. A. GOULD, 28,3 G. A. 
FoupuaM, Ls. 
Making a total reccived up to February Cth, 1894, £146 14s. 9d. 


——-—— 


OH, THOU THAT ART SUNK! 


On. thou that art sunk in the deepest 
Dark depths of despondence, arise ! 
For thine eyes are made werk as thou weepest, 
And thy heart waxes weak as thine cyes. 
Will regretful remembrance: enable 
Thy soul her swart sackcloth to shed? 
If thy sorrow be solid as cable, 
Will repining reduce it to thread? 


Oh. thou that art sunk in the deepest 
Dark depths of despondence, give ear! 
And the night-watch of sorrow thou keepest 
Shall before a new dawn disappear. 
In the mist on the mountain, my brother, 
Sinks the tourist, and dies, when alone ; 
But he lives when the life of another 
Must be cared for as well as his own. 


Oh, thou that art sunk in the deepest 

Dark depths of despondence, arise ! 
And to others who weep as thou weecpest 

‘ake the eye-xalve of Hope for their eyes, 

And, by magic, the same application 

Will be balsam for them and for thee ; 
Re a teacher to teach resignation, 

And thyself thy best pupil wilt be. 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 
Aw Error of “No Account”: Cashing a cheque for a man who 


as already “overdriuwn.” 
sy in Hard World for Soft People: And a soft world for 


hard le—to live in. 
Gi Tae Woman in Wight:” Mrs, Sloper at Ventnor. 


A DupE-DroP: The tiny sip of wine taken by a dyspeptic 
masher. 


55 
SMYTHE. 


(A Story or MEDIZvAL TIMES.) 
—e 


CHAPTER XV. 

Tue aged warder led them to a room in the ancient gateway—a 
room familiar enough to De Smythe, but one that, with its rude 
bareness, was little 
ndupted for the ac- 
commodation of the 
heir to the house. He, 
however, seemed to 
care little for the rough 
necommodation as he 
flung himself on the 
hard settle and buried 
his face in hisehands, 

“Eat and be cheer- 
ful in a mild way,” 
said the old man; “but 
be not over cheerful 
in a house where mirth 
would be unseemly.” 

As the old man with- 
drew, John DeSmythe’s 
head sank upon his 
hands, and his strong 
shoulders heaved with 
the emotion of a strong 
man in aeop grief. 

“Take it not so 
much to heart, good 
Smythe,” said his com 
panion. “’Tis but con- 
firmation of what you 
expected.” 

“I had hoped your 
tale might be false, 
Jones, Not that 1 
doubted — you, good 
friend, but that I 
hoped you might be 
mistaken. But now 
our mission is ended, we may take the road once more, You to 
resume business, I to die. 1 cannot bear this shattering of all my 
hopes and ambitions.” 

“Tush ! never say die! Something may occur to break off this 
prea union, Who can say at present? Your brother is sick ; 
he may—— 

“Hush! though he were dead, think you I would seck to mate 
with one eo fickle as the Lady Elfrida seems to be? Never! 
Jones, never!” 

“Well, 1 don’t blame you; but we must not Icave till we ree 
more of the matter. This illness of your brother seems mysterious, 
1 would like to sev him ere I leave, that [ might put these leeches 
who have fuiled to the 

blush.” 

“ His letter for the bigger 
sized box of pills seemed 
to suggest they had done 
him good,” said De Smythe, 

“Pills — pshaw!"” said 
Jones. “’Tis not pills he 
wants, Perhaps I have that 
beside me that would cure 
all his woes,” he continued. 
as a nervous. hand 
caressed the handle of a 
dagger that scarce ped 
from beneath his disguise 
of rags. “But let us to 
sleep, and see what to- 
morrow may bring forth,” 

_ and both threw themselves 
on the bundles of straw 
which occupied a corner of 
the apartment. 


e e r) 

‘Twas the morn. The 
early cock had heralded 
the day but an hour ere 
the Lady — Elfrida was 
abroad for her matutinal 
walk. As she walked pen- 
sively along the paths of 
the rude attempt at a 
garden, which was all that 
the times would permit, 
she saw the figure of a 
ragged youth, who seemed 
neither to desire to court 
nor evade her notice. It was evident that he was a stranger, and 
that he had travelled far; indeed, his travel-stained garments 
spoke plainly of a long and weary journey. He might have news 
o distant lands that would beguile the tedium of her unnewsy 
world, She would accost him. r 

“What ho, good youth! Whence come ye at this early hour?” 
she cried. 7 

“ Pardon, good lady, whence come ye, T say? ; 

“Indeed, my lady, [ have not come far this morning. I have 
travelled but from the outer ward of this stately castle; for there I 
slept last night, by the permission of the warder in the execution 
of his lordship's 
kindly courtesy.” 

“Twas well. 
It would not be 
becoming _ that 
anyone — should 
be turned away 
in sorrow, 
though we sor- 


row. 

“T have heard 
of the cause of 
vour grief, sweet 
lady,” said 
Jones, for it was 
he; “and I 


The Aged Warder. 


“Take it not so much to heart.” 


would fain that 
I might see the 
patient. I have 
some skill of 
sickness.” 

“ Wouldst ven- 
ture to deal with 
n case which 
has puzzled the 
oldest grey 
among our 
leeches, and that 


would I, and 
ne'er regret the 
absence of a beard in the matter. A beard may be grown on very 
ha soil, and it is not by my beard that 1 propose tu cure 

m. 

“Who will be your voucher that you do no harm?” 

“Here's my companion. He looks as voor as myself,” 

(To be vontinued neat week.) 


“Whence came ye at this early hour?” 


‘ 
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THE “F.0.S."” PORTRAIT GALLERY. PITY THE POOR BLIND. 


ee Neighbour. 1 hear you've left Little Bethel, 
Mr. phandle. We you've saved all the souls? 
Mr. Pumphandle (dismissed for inedriety ). There 
worn't a soul there wurth twopenn‘orth o’ 


No. 347.—Mn. DavID JAMES, F.0.S, 
“1s a worthy son of his father. The late lamented actor of 
the same name. Creator of Perkin Middlewick and a hundred 
other roles, Doesn't consider possession of clever father much 


father. An actor. Anda guod'’un. Can play anything. From Elderly Lady, Spare you a copper? Ob, yes, I daresay I can, But didn’t I give you a shilling not long Yi/4 ; | c 
Hanuilet to third villain, Lut prefers old man ‘as seen ago? “ = % 
to great advantage in Madam Favart. At the Criterion revival. ‘Beygar. Yes, mum ; last week. But that was when I was deaf and dumb, “LOVE ME, LOVE MY 0OG. 


Is married. Toa charming wife. Also an actress. Isa good 

Leeeital — sone, oe et ae ek Y s T E R Y 
. neo as DOW Kol is reward, bet because he’s @ 5 

chip of the okt block, was created F.OS, and the ‘Sloper AN Oo T HE R Ss H oO oO T IN G M 

Award of Merit’ presented to him December 30th, 1893". : Sh ee 

¢ i ; ae 


Spruggs (hired for the day's shooting). Well, I'm blarmed if this ain't the 
gun as ever I sco! Makes yer downright nervous !——(2) 
You ain't insured me, ‘ave yer?” — 


Dan Cupid. Out of the way, ladies, I'm to shoot. 


(“Sioren's HALY-HoLipay,” on Wednesday, 
St. Valentine's Day, 1894—and other 


every 
Wednesday; for the matier of that. 


é 
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“Oh, Charles !—it’s n big val-al-ent-tine. Oh, I diu-id 
th-ink you loved m-me alone.” 

[Poor thing! Sir months married, and she had never 

heurd of the Income Taz. Lantern Jaw and Hatchet Face. 
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